A sluice of memories diffuse.
Tainted by overuse of recalling.
Reaching for a jewel soaked in abuse.
Is reaching for a fools gold errand dissolving.
In A vagrant tainted sluice.
With memories so diffuse. 
Its a biohazard to just be.
In thoughts of subverting you. 
I drown in my horrid sluice. 
I drink it drunk and fine.
Lines of sunken teeth.
And eyes that burn to blind. 
I think I am knowing you.
But this you is the best I tried.
Not the one in the real world.
That one creased welts in my eyes. 


